Loues Labour s loft. 

But that itbcare thistriall, and laft loue: 

Then at the expiration o£ the yearc. 

Come challenge me, challenge me by thefe defetts. 
And by this Virgin Palme, now killing thine, 

I will be thine : and till that inftant Ihut 
My wofull felfc vp in amourning houfc. 

Raining the teares of lamentation. 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 

If this thou doe denie, let our hands part. 

Neither m titled in the others heart. 

Kin, If this, or more then this I would denie. 

To flatter vp thefe powers of mine with reft. 

The fodaine hand of death clofc vp mine eye. 

Hence euer then, my heart isin thy breft. 

Ber . And what to me my Loue? and what to me? 

Rofe. You mull be purged too, your fins are rack’d. 
You arc attaint with faults and periurie: 

T hereforc if you my fauour meane to get, 

A twelue moneth (hall you fpend, and neucr reft. 

But feeke the weariebedsof people ficke. 

Du. But what to me my Loue? but whatto me? 

Kat. A wife? a beard, fairehcalch, and honeftie,' 
With three-fold loue, I wilh you all thefe three. 

Dm O (hall J fay, I thanke you gentle wife ? 

Kat. Notfo my Lord,atweluemoneth and a day. 
He mark e no words thatfmoothfac’d wooers lay. 
Gome when the King doth to my Ladie come : 

Then if I haue much loue, lie giueyoufome. 

Dum. lie l'crue thee true and faithfully till then* 

Kath. Yetfweare not lealf ye beforfworne agen. 

Lon. What faies Maria ? 

cMari. At the t weluemoneths end, 

He change my blacke Gowne,for a faithful! friend. 

Lon. lie ftay with patience : but the time is long, 

Mari. The liker you, few taller are fo yong. 
n Ber. Studies my Lady ? MiftrellTe, lookcon me , " 

Beholdthe window of my heart, mine eye : 

What humble fuitc attends thy anfwcre there, 

Impofe fome feruice on me for mv loue 


Lottes Labours loft. 

Vof. Oft haue 1 heard of you my Lord Bermnsi 
Befor'c I faw you, and the worlds large tongue 
Proclaimcs you for a man repleate wich mcckes, 

Foil ofeomparifons, and wounding floutes : 

Which you on all eftates will execute, 

That lie within the mercy of your wit. 

To weed this Worm- wood from your frmtfull brame, 

And tbcrcwhhall to win me, if you pleafc, 

Without the which I am not to be won: 

You (hail thistwelraoneth terme from day to day, , 

Vifitc the fpeechlelTe ft . ke, and ftill conuerle 
With groaning wretches: and yourcaskclhall be. 

With all the fierce endeuour of your wit, 

To enforce the pained impotent to (mile. 

Ber. To rooue Wilde laughter in the throate of death ? 
It cannoc be, it is impoflible. 

Mirthcannotmoueafoulcinagony. , 1 

Rof. Why that’s the wa v to choakc a gibing fpiritj 
Whofe influence is begot otthat loofe grace. 

Which (hallow laughing hearers giue to foolsss 
A iefls profpcmic lies in the care 
Of him that heares it, neucr in che tongue 
Ofhim that make* it : then, if iickiy cares, 

Deaft with the clamors of their owne deare grones. 

Will hcare your idle Icornes ; continue then, 

And! will haue you, and that tank vvithalL 
But it they will not, throw aw?'' that (pirit. 

And I (nail finde you emptic o. i hat fault, 

Right ioyfull ol yourrelormation. 

Ber. A tweluemeneth Well : befall what will befall, 
Ueicft a tweiuemoneth in an Hofpitall. 

Jk. I fwcet my Lord, and fo I take my leaue. 

King. No Madam, we will bring you on your way-> 
if Ber. Our wooing doth not end like an old Play: 
lacke hath not Gill : thcle Ladies curtefic 
Might well hau<. made our (port a Co medic. 

Km. Come dr h v> ius a tweiuemoneth and a day^ 
And then ’twin end, 

•Ber, Iharitoo k. -."for a play-. 


